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you talk to me like that?  Your face Is all twisted with
hate of me. I don't understand.

NURSE: Don't you?

[The two women stare at one another for a moment., then
STELLA gives a little shudder and turns her head away.

STELLA: I'm beginning to be frightened of you. What
sort of a woman are you that we've had in this house
for five years?

MRS. TABRET: [In a soothing tone.} There's nothing to be
frightened of, darling. Don't give way to your nerves.

NURSE: [To STELLA.] Because he joked and laughed when
you were there, did it never occur to you that there
were moments when he was overwhelmed with black
misery?

STELLA: [With deep sympathy.} Poor lamb, why did he insist
on hiding it from me?

NURSE: [With a sort of restrained violence.} His one aim was
to make his suffering easy foz jou to bear. Whatever
pain he had, he hid from you so that you shouldn't have
the distress of being sorry for him.

STELLA: It's dreadful that you should say such things. You
make me feel that I was so cruel to him.

NURSE: [With increasing bitterness.} Everything had to be
hidden from you. When you were coming the medicine
bottles and the dressings had to be put away, so that
there should be nothing to remind you that there was
anything the matter with him.

STELLA: I would willingly have done everything for him
that you did. It was his most earnest wish that I
shouldn't concern myself with the horrid part of his
illness.

MRS. TABRET: That is true. Nurse. I'm sorry you don't
think that Stella did all she could for Maurice. As his
mother Fm perhaps no less competent to judge than